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ably more than half-way over, each holding on like
grim death to the rope, for to let go would have
meant a certain upset. Never have I heard such a
babel.. The Mongols on the bank (in whose minds
the death of their drowned companion was stillfresh)
raised a yell that would have awoke the dead, and
that must have disturbed the Kootookta's mid-day
siesta three miles off. It was only by dint of sheer
hard work that we succeeded in pulling ourselves
across, our fingers nearly cut to the bone by the
fraying , of the rope. I have seldom felt more
relieved than when we stood once more high and
dry on terra firma. The thought of how our carts
were to be got over did not concern us in the least.
"We were only too glad to have'escaped with our
lives, for an upset, even to a good swimmer, would
have meant certain death.

It was nearly three o'clock by the time we were
across, and as the carts were not to be bro.ught over
till the ferry was repaired, a work of three or four
hours, we resolved to ride on alone. The way was
simple enough, for a broad gravel path or road runs
right into the city. Having got mimite directions
from the Cossack how to find the Consul's house,
we set off at a gallop across the plain to Ourga.

So ended bur voyage over the desert proper,
What we'had always imagined would be the hardest
part of our journey was now over. We had never
thought of Siberia. That seemed feasible enough.
Our bugbear, before starting, had been Q-obi, the
terrible Chinese desert, against which we had beep,
so often warned before leaving England. "You
will never get across,1' said one. '* The Tartars will